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The Hitlorie of 

*As they are fearing, the Prince & p ey 
Pm. Your money A fetvponthem , they allrun away , an/pj 
Poin. villaines. S ftaffe after a blow or two rum away too, fa. 

^ Hing the booty behindthem , 

Got with much eale. Now merrily to borfe,the theeuei 
arefcattered,and polled with fcarefo llrongly,that they dare 
not meet each other,each take his fellow for an officer, awav 
good Ned, Falftaffe fweare to death, and lards the leane earth 
as he walkes along: wert not for laughing, 1 ffiould pitty him: 
Pey net. How the rogue roard Sxmnt. 

Enter Hotjpurfolus, reading a Letter. 

Buffer mine owne pare, my Lord, 1 could be well contented tol>c 
therein rejpebl of, the hue I be are your houfe. 

He could be contented, why is he not then? in refpe&ofthe 
loue he beares our houfe : he ffiowes in this, heloues his own 
barne better then he loues our houfe. Let me feefome more. 

T, he purpofeyou vndertake is dangerous. 

Why thats certaine,tis dangerous to take a cold, to Deep, to 
drinkc; but I tell you (my Lord foole) out of this nettle dan- 
ger, we plucke this flower fafety. 

The purpofeyou vndertake is dangerous , thefriendsyouhaue named 
vncertame,the time it felje vnforted,andyonr whole plot too light ,ftr 
the count erpoife of fe great anoppofeion. 

Say you fo,fay you fo,l lay vnto you again, you are a fal- 
low cowardly binde,& you lie; whatalack-biaineisthis?by 
the Lord our plot is a good plot as euer w as laid, our friend 
true & conftant:a good plot,goodfriends,&ful of expedatio 
an excellent plot, very good friends $ whatafrofty fpirited 
rogue is this? why my L.ofjTVr^ comends the plot, & the ge- 
neral courfeof the adion, Zounds &I were now by this rafcal 
T could brainchim with his Ladies Fanne.Is there not my fa- 
ther my vnckle,& my fclfe, Lord Edmond Mortimer, my Lord 
of 2 r orke,&. Owen <jler.doweri\% there not befides th cDowglas! 
haue I not all th c ir letters to meet me in Armes by the ninth 
of the next month ? and are they not feme of the fet forward 
already? What a pagan rafcail is this & Infidell? Ha, you /hall 
fee nowin very fincerity offeareand cold heart, will he to the 
King, and lay open all our proccecdings.O,Icould diuidemy 



Henry the Fourth, 

felfc,and go to buffets, for mouing fuch a diffi of skim Milkc 
with fo honorable an adion. Hang him,let him tel the King, 
wc are prepared. I wi 11 fet forward to night. Enter his Lady, 

How now Kate, l mult ieaueyou within thefe two houres. 
Lady. O my good Lord, why are you thus alone? 

For what offence hauel this fortnight been 
A baniiht woman from my Harries bed ? 

Tell me,fweet Lord, what is’tthat takes from thee 
Thy ltomacke,plcafure,and thy golden fleepe? 

Why doft thou bend thine eies vpon the earth, 

And ftart fo often when thou fitft alone? 

Why haft thou loft the freffi bloud in thy cheekes. 

And giuen my treafures and my rights of thee, 

Tothick-cyd sniffing, and curft melancholy? 

In my faint flumbers,I by thee watcht. 

And heard thee murmure tales of yron Warres, 
Speaketearmcsofmanageto thy bounding Steed, 

Cry courage to the field ; And thou haft talkt 
Offallies; and retires, trenches, tents. 

Of Pallizadoes, frontiers, parapets. 

Of bafilisks, of canon, culuerin, 

Ofpr iforiers ranfome,and of fouldiers flaine. 

And all the current, of a heddy fight. 

Thy fpirit within thee hath been fo at war, , 

And thus hath fo beftird thee in thy fleepe, 

Tnat beds offweat hath flood vpon thy brow. 

Like bubbles inalatedifturbed ftreame, 
j^ndin thy face ftrange motions haueappeard. 

Such as we fee when men reftraine their breath. 

On fome great fodaine haft.O what portents are thefe? 

Some heauy bufines hath my Lord in hand, 

■ And 1 mull know it,elfe heloues me not. 

3 v Hot.. What ho, is (jtlliamsmth the Packet gone? 

Ser, He is, my Lord, an houre agoe. 

Hot. naEn Butler brought thofe Horfes from the Sheriffe? 
?r- 2?.' Lord, he brought eum now. 

Htt* 
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